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A ' hair-brain'd, sentimental trace"
Was strongly marked in her face;
A wildly-witty, rustic grace

Shone full upon her;
Her eye, ev'n turn'd on empty space,

IJeam'd keen with honor.

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen,

'Till half a leg was scrimply seen;
And such a leg ! my bonie Jean

Could only peer it;
Sae straughtj sae taper, tight and clean,

Nane else came near it

Her mantle large, of greenish hue.
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ;
Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw

A lustre grand;
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view,

A well known land.

Heres rivers in the sea were lost;
There, mountains to the skies were tost:
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast.

With surging foam;
There3 distant shone Art's lofty boast.

The lordly dome.
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